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! THt aoAjaS DON'T 

, wokk; we'u Be 

' BIOVIN TO 
, BITS.' 



SIICMTSAM, FIK 
A FELLER WHO 
AIN'T SUPPOSED 
TO TALK, YUH 
DO A PILE 
O'VAPPINO 



r < 




ieriff SUM DAGGIE is 
""worried by a warning 
froni anoflier sheriff.. 



, SUBHT SAM'S 
A-HEAPIN6 THIS WAVr ) 
' HESTHATCKIMVNAL 
MASTERMIND. 
AINT HE, 
SLIMT 



VEP.' NEUEK OPENS 
KIS MOUTH. THEY SAY. 
BUT HE'S MISUTY 
SMAET, AND 

PANseeous, 

SABBY.' 



THE RAmipe 
' PANt£ IS BULGING-' 
COT OVER A MILLION 
SIMOLEONS IN IT— AN' 
SILEHTSAM WOULD 
LOVE TO CKACK IT.' 
I GOTTA FI£5eEK. * 
SOME WAY TO 
STOP HIM.' 
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LIFT uoni,t*BBy oecomecTs va 
BKAne goD Of THt pynAum wteoH. 
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6A88Y 0108 rMMwea. 
ro TWE BAR NOTMINa 
WMJCH ANO HITS THE 
THAIU fOR HIS NEW 




THE NEW ACTO* SHOWS UP «r THE ORE SAP 
THEA-ngE JUgr BEfOKE CUItrAIN TIME 



I MADE A SACRIFICE, 
SLTT I EVEN 60T MUH 
WHISKBItS CU«LEt>/ 
RECKOM I'UL BE THE 
SESr HE?0 THIS 
PLAY EVER HAO.' 
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LOST IT ! CGROAN) ANO I 
WUZ RISHT IN THE MIDDLE 
OF TMET 5TOP.V.' NOW I'LL 
NEVER KNOW HOW IT ENDED I 




HI PAIj6! I KNOW VOU'U. WANT TO JOIN IN 
THE R4RAP6 OF THE /VIAKCH OF PIMBS, ALONG9PE 

lOORFAvoKtrecaviic heb3e«— eyconTRi&uTiNS au. 

-lOU CAN TO HELP FIGHT THI« t?REAP PISEASe .' 
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THE STRANGER 



4 BUCK DESMOyO Yarn 

By Dick Kraut 




THE MAN was big and heavy-shoulder- 
ed. He hulked high and wide in the 
iiaddlc. and hit knees guided the chestnut 
hor»e along the trail with no help from the 
broad hand% that lay across the saddle horn. 
Beside him Buck Desmond rode silently. . 
hii eyti on the mountains to the West, 
where the sky blazed crimson. 

Buck looked over at the stranger. "Night 
is coming on." he said. "What time do you 
reckon it is?" 

The big man reached in his waistcoat 
pocket. His powerful hand drew out a 
heavy gold waich. He looked at it and slip- 
ped the ornate timepiece back. 

"Seven-o'clock." he said. "We'll make 
camp soon." 

Silently, they rode on in the gathering 
dusk. 

Buck Desmond had met the man that 
morning, as he rode down through the foot- 
hills of the Gorilla Range. They were going 
in the same direction, so. as riders of the 
West often do. they took up the trail to- 
gether. But as the hours passed beneath 
the glaring sun. Buck's traveling compan- 
ion had not »poken. 

Even when they paused e-^t. in the mid- 
aUcrnoon. he did not seem to want to talk. 
But once, when Buck looked up suddenly 
from the campfire he was lending, he 
caught the stranger watching him intently, 
hi» eyes cold and gray beneath bushy 
brows. 

Now the man pointed a stubby finger 
nhead. 

"See that grassy spot by the cotton- 
wouds? We can camp there." he said. 

The two men dismounted. As Buck built 
A tire and cuoked grub, his taciturn com- 
panion staked out the horses. They ate 
without speaking. Now it was almost coni- 
pTetcly black, with only tlie rising moon 
givuig a faint silver glow to the scene. 

Tired, Buck rolled himself in his blanket 
by the fire. His sense:, grew drowsy. He 
could hear the distant howl of a- coyote, 
•nd the nearer incessant drone of the 
cricket*. Soon, his eyes closed and he 
slept. 

"On up!" The voice was harsh and 
iiiigry, "Stand up and git yore hands high I 
Hurry, yuh tonsartied outlaw!" 



Bewildered. Buck Desmond opened his 
eyes. 

He was still lying by the fire, which had 
almost completely gone out. The stranger 
was nowhere in sight, but standing over 
Buck in a grim semi-circle were five men. 
Their guns were leveled, and one of thein 
carried a rope looped over his shoulder. 

"W-what's thii all about?" asked Buck, 
rising slowly to his feet. "If you're aiming 
to rob me. you'll find it isn't worth the 
trouble !" 

"Rob you?" one of the men grunted bit- 
terly. "Yo're pretty slick, am't yuh ? Stick- 
ing up the stagecoach, an' figgerin' to git 
away along the Gorilla trail.' Well, ii 
won't work! We're been following yuh alt 
day an' hdlf the night! Search him. Bob!" 

One of tlic other men stepped forward, 
and roughly took Buck's gun from its 
holster. Then, swiftly, his hands explored 
the rambling cowboy's pockets. With a 
grin, he licld one hand high. In it waS a 
gleaming, heavy gold watch. 

"Look." he exclaimed. Banker Norton's 
w:;tch! Norton said the holdup teller grab- 
bed it from him!" 

"But that's not mine!" Buck huakcd. "I 
was riding with a man — a stiungcr. It was 
bis watch! We made camp and he must 
hjvc planted the watch un nic and ridden 
away in the night !" 

The men laughed scornfully. 

"Cain't yuh think of a better one?" their 
leader scorned. Then his tone changed. 
"Well, boys, this is it! We follcred the 
critter all the way from where the coach 
was stopped. The watch proves he's the 
vari:iiiu that did it — the gun-crazy killer 
that shot Jim Moore. 1 say. let's not wait 
for the posse or for Norton to corrtc ufi 
Let's string him up now!" 

"Ri^ht! Hdtfg him as a warning!" "V\x 
a loop. Bob!" "Fast justice — that's th« 
idea !" 

I^HE REALIZATION flashed through 
Buck Desmond's mind. The stranger 
he had ridden with through the day had 
deliberately framed him, left, the watch in 
his pocket and galloped away through iht 
night. And these men were taking the law 
inly theii own hands. Even now. one of 
lh«tn toiised a dangling loop ov«i d low 
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branch of the cottonwood. In a minute, 
he'd be dancing in air. unless .... 

"Unless I itart moving now !" Buck 
grunted. 

Whirling suddenly, he pulled loose from 
the man who'd had his arms pinioned. His 
fist sank deep into the belly of another 
captor, The man's guns spewed forth, and 
Buck clutched at the nearest one — too 
late ! 

"He's tryin' to git away! Grab him!" 

Heavy hands clutched at Buck's arm, and 
a iihot whistled past his head. But he was 
fighting for his life now. his tight-muscled 
arms fUiling desperately as he strove to 
reach the revolver that lay on the ground 
before him. 

Suddenly a voice interrupted the fight! 

"What's goin' on here? Who's this fel- 
ler. Martin?" 

Another man on horseback had ridden 
right up to the fire's edge. At his words, 
the would-be lynchers fell back a p^ce. One 
of them kept his £iinsights on Buck's chest. 
"It's the feller who held up the coach. Nor- 
ton, We found yore watch on him." 

"On him?" the rider exclaimed. "Not by 
a long shot. The outlaw that took the loot 
and shot Jim Moore was twice as big as 
this man. Boys, you almost hung the 
M'rong psrty ! 

.|J"IVF. MINUTES later. Buck was in the 
saddle, riding hard to the South. Once 
the men had been convinced o( his in- 
nocence, they apologized profusely. Then 
they'd swung onto their horses to take up 
'hp chase again. And Buck was the first 
one to spur his horse into a gallop. 
^ The big stranger — whoever he was — had 
attempted to frame the wandering cowboy. 
Deliberately, he had left him to face a 
lynch-crazy mob . . . and had skulked away 
into the night. It was the kind of trick 
Buck could not forgive. There was a score 
to be settled. 

Keen eye» peered at the trail ahead. 

"Thii moonlight makes it just possible 
to make out his trail on the desert sand," 
Buck muttered. '"And from the tracks, he's 
not riding too fast. Figured leaving the 
watch would throw off pursuit!" 

Lips tightened. Buck quirted his horse. 
Faster and faster the big bay galloped, 
hooves churning over the rutted sand. A 
half-mile behind. Buck could barely see 
the other riders following. "They can 
come." he said to himself, "but this is go- 
ing to be my party!" Even as he rode, one 
hand half-loosened the gun that was once 
again in his hip holster. 

Buck's horse kept up the steady pace 
over a dry river bed, past clumps of mes- 



qultt. under the bright Western mwMi. 
Suddenly, ai he urged the horse over a 
hillock. Buck half-rose in the saddlt. 

A few hundred yards ahead of him thv* 
was a rider — the husky itranger! 

"Cmon. boy," Buck whispered to hii 
mount. "Let's travel!" 

The bay's glossy neck stretched out, and 
his stride lengthened. Racing down the 
slope. Buck was soon only one hundred 
yards behind his quarry. . . 

At last the other man turned, roused 
to alarm by the drumming hoofbeatt be- 
hind him. He drew his gun. fired once, 
twice! Buck bent low and quirted the bay 
into a furious gallop. Again shots whined 
past his head. Closed and closer he was 
coming. The revolver cracked again, and 
the cowboy could feel his horse flinch. •» 
a fiery slug grazed his withers. But, gal- 
lantly, the bay kept going! 

Now Buck was only a few paces behind 
the fugitive. 

Now he was abreast of the other horse's 
flank. Now he was riding hard, next to 
him! From the corner of his eye. Buck 
could see the other man's cold gray eyes 
gleaming, could see his mouth twisted in 
an angry snarl. He was aiming his gun. 

Buck's left foot left the stirrup. His 
right pressed down and he launched him- 
self through the air at the other rider. He 
hit him hard. Together the two men were 
flung to the ground. Buck's iron-sinewed 
hards tightened on the outlaw's wrist, 
squeezed the black-barreled Colt away. 
Then his fists lashed through the lir. hit- 
ting the outlaw on the jaw. the neck, the 
chest, furiously pounding him into sub- 
mission. 

The killer's head fell back. He was con- 
scious. Exhausted and da/zled. Buck rose 
to his feet, just as the other riders came up. 

"Yuh got him ! Nice work. Desmond." 
one of them exclaimed, "Reckon that little 
necktie party wc started with you can be 
finished with him." 

Buck put one hand on the cold butt of 
his gun. 

A.J^'O YOU won't." he said softly, "The 
fact that you almost himg me. an 
innocent man, should have taiight you a 
lesson. Guilty or not, we're saving this 
hombre for a judge and jury. He'll get 
what's coming to him . . . but it'll be letjal!" 

THE END 



A hard-riding BUCK DESMOND 
yarn appears in every issue of GABBY 
HAYES WESTERN' 
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